Walter Benjamin's theoretical linguistic considerations of the "Doctrine of Likeness" and the project "On the Mimetic Capacity'' were formulated in close-not only close in time-connection with the recording of Berlin Childhood Around Nineteen Hundred, to which "Berlin Chronicle" a year earlier, in the Spring of 1932, had served as a prelude. It cannot be doubted that Benjamin's memoirs represent the impetus as well as the explication, extrapolation and fulfillment of the program that his theoretical writings formulate. But the memoirs are, at the same time, its radicalization. And that comes across most clearly when this doctrine of mimesis is condensed in the function of the word cloud. For the word cloud is just that site in which the divergent elements of Benjamin's text step into the ether of their likeness, as Worte steps into Wolke. But it becomes this site at the price of likeness with itself. (Fall, 1986) that is, as theft. The section is entitled "A Spectre" and treats a strange coincidence between a dream and an event of waking life. The dream is retold in two sentences: "a ghost was occupied with a wooden frame from which silks hung. This ghost stole the silks" (IV. I, 279). No less important than this single action within the dream and indeed the key to its meaning is the dreamed room. It is, significantly enough, just as inaccessible as are the potboilers in the dream of reading and, as in the other dream, the violet color appears therein:
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For Ursula THE WORD WOLKE-IF IT IS ONE -belongs in Walter Benjamin's texts to those who are determined in the language of intentions to designate its intention toward "language." For in the Worte, "word," due to its likeness to Wolke, "cloud," language stands on the threshold of forgetting everything that may be meant in it. Cloud-but not this single word, for it is disfigured; not the thing. which is never one and never assumes a lasting form; not the vague representation or idea, for what is an idea, if it is vague?-"cloud" is, in a certain sense, the forgetting of ascertained meaning, of linguistic convention and everything that can enter into its space. And whoever uses this "word" has already fallen into this forgetting and can no longer become like himself. When he writes Wolke, it is only as that word which hinders him from knowing what a word is and whether he even writes it. If he reads it, he, along with everything that is life for him, is lost in its snow flurry, in which no figure entirely develops before it dissolves into another. If, however, the word cloud-let it be the only one in the language-maintains such an intensive tie to forgetting, what power can language have to remember and to disclose the experience of past life, a childhood in Berlin around nineteen hundred? And how can this language and that word still be read, if reading has already fallen prey to it? And why is every reading of Benjamin, hardly less explicitly than this one, instead of keeping its distance from his idiom, inclined to make itself, entirely without ironic intention, into a pastiche of his own by adopting the cadences of his language, his syntactical gestures and his words?
With somnambulent sureness, Walter Benjamin leads his texts to 134 STCL, Vol. I1, No. I (Fall, 1986) the word cloud in the unfinished, "smashed" book Berlin Childhood
Around Nineteen Hundred, which is not neglected by his readers but very much so by the so-called criticism. Benjamin leads his texts to this word and all the connections that are condensed in it. The most obvious instance occurs in the section whose title, "Potboiler"
(Schmoker)-and titles are under discussion throughout this textlies close to the thought of a cloud of smoke. Benjamin discusses the books that "were only once in a dream given to him to see again." These dreamed books are named in sentences whose every word and every interconnection count at first glance as a riddle:
To open one [of the books], would have led me into the midst of the womb, in which a changing and gloomy text clouded over, pregnant with colors. They were bubbling and flowing, but always turning into a violet that seemed to stem from the interior of an animal for slaughter. Unnamable and as laden with meaning as this outlawed violet were the titles, every one of which appeared to me more peculiar and more intimate than the previous one. Yet before I could make sure of the first, I awoke without once in the dream having even touched upon the old, boyish books.'
It is not difficult to become aware of the strain in logic between the closed volume and the knowledge of its interior in the subjunctive mood of the first sentence. The volumes to which he is faithful because they are the oldest, the first ones to ignite his desire to read, he Literature, Vol. 11, Iss. 1 [1986] It is almost suspiciously clear that, since the only silken things mentioned in the dream text are the "compact, silk sachets," these sachets must be from his mother's toilette closet and they must be the sachets with which the ghost was occupied and which it finally stole. The narrator explicitly calls up his harmless concern with this maternal Seiden-and since we are carried along by French, with the sachets that correspond to it-with this seins, and he relates it to the "heavenly kingdom" which has its infamous pendant in that corner disguised by the "violet curtain." Yet precisely this corner-like the "weather corner" where the potboilers lie with their violet-is designated as the site of the dream, and so the "infamous pendant" of the "silk sachets" is designated as hell:
. . . behind it the violet curtain I hung my mother's morning coats. The darkness behind the curtain door was infathomable: in the corner was the infamous pendant of translucent paradise that opened itself to me with my mother's toilette closet. . . . The scent of lavender came out of the small, compact silk sachets that dangled down over the pleated covers of the inner sides of both cupboard doors. Such was the old, secret weaving spell that once possessed its place in the spinning wheel, divided up now into heaven and hell. The dream was from this. . . .
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Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 11, Iss. 1 [1986] 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 11, Iss. 1 [1986] tion-translation, and also that translation within a language that is called interpretation-remains itself tied to a linguistic mode and thus prevents the intention from reaching its totality through the very manner of its promotion. every intention is infinitely ironic. The concept of pure language and even the concept of language in general stands under the sign of this irony.
The likeness Benjamin treats in his "Doctrine of Likeness" and "On the Mimetic Capacity" is therefore also ironic: it is not only subjected to an infinite number of historical transformations, it also dissembles necessarily and incorrigibly in every one of its manifestations. It is just as impossible to obtain a final correspondence of all modes of a language in the structural harmony of likeness as it is to encounter the particular monadological elements of languages in a simple correspondence of form and meaning. Rather, the elementswhat is spoken, written and meant within the particular languages and in the translation of one into another-present a Vexierbild, a picture puzzle of one another, a game of "spot the object." Every one of their relationships emerges through a suspension of their semantic intentions and, furthermore, through a distortion of their formal character. Their likeness is never the sensuous likeness of correspondence but rather the non-sensuous likeness which two different elements maintain in their common relationship to a third element-an element that is never, or if so, only preliminarily, given: this goes for all linguistic relations, and it goes for the dream and text work which one finds in the miniatures of Berlin Childhood. Thus, there is hardly any semantic, graphic or phonetic correspondence between the word violet and the word Gewalttat; between the latter and the name Walter there is only a graphic and phonetic. but no semantic, correspondence: and finally there is no immediate correspondence between potboiler, mother and violet at all. All these relationships-even the ones between shot and shoddy. or between wooden frame and wooden birds-only present themselves in the medium of translation among various languages, between levels and segments of the text and word fragments of one or another of its languages. As fragments. all the monads of this text relate to one another in the movement of translation and dissemblance, and this movement never finds completion in an immediately given sense but finds support for itself only in the mate-
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Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 11, Iss. 1 [1986] (After the rigorous, one knows not whether sardonic or bitter, exclusion of the father, all the attributes of the snow flurries fall to the mother, even if she is never once mentioned: she also sat at the window while it snowed. It is not a word but rather a gesture that indistinctly gives maternal shape to the snow flurry.)
What it told me I was never able exactly to discern, for something new imposed itself too thickly and too incessantly amidst what was already familiar. Hardly had I connected myself to a group of flakes more intensely before I realized that I had already joined another group that had suddenly thrust itself into the first. Now the moment had arrived to go after the stories in the flurry of letters-stories that had drawn away from me at the window.
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(The successors to the flakes are the letters which, although they still form whirling flumes, allow themselves to be followed more easily than the flakes. Yet the letters' movements remain the same as the snow's: they trickle. In the section entitled "The Fever" one finds, in a passage that once again binds the telling of stories to the mother and to snow -"I loved it, for from the (stroking' hand of my mother there trickled stories . . ." 1 IX.1 , 270(.)
The distant lands, which I encountered in them, swirled intimately around each other like snowflakes. And because the distance, when it snowed, no longer led afar but rather inside, so Babylon and Bagdad, Akko and Alaska, Tromso and Transvalia lay in my interior.
(The names of the distant lands, the flakes from the mother's hand, from another Mother Carey-lands which, through their virtually infinite recounting, assume a form of distance articulated only in their name-enter into the reader's interior without, however, lessening the distance: this interior itself turns into a distance, into the flakes, into the mother who lets them trickle.)
The mild air of the potboiler, which pervaded those distant lands, ingratiated them to my heart through blood and danger in a manner so impossible to resist that my heart remained faithful to the worn-out volumes. ( IV.1 , 275)
The change from snow to blood, from white to red and, furthermore, to the violet of the reading dream that follows without a change in tone is astounding only to one who has forgotten the traces of violence in the Snow White text and the one who no longer remembers the logic of exchange in the dream of the thieving ghost through which the white paradise of silk could stand for the hell of violet. According to the same logic, the snow and letter flurries that induce an intoxicating experience of reading are only the slack matter whose reverse side, as in a lining, almost entirely conceals a bewildering experience and its color, in order first to show itself more clearly in the report of the test's violet cloud that follows. But also in the euphoric foreground, even before the blood is mentioned, a thread breaks through: the violet of the oldest encounter with a text-an encounter that cannot be carried It snows and the mother snips, it snows and snips the mother. That means: it is the mother who snows and snips since she lets stories and "violetters" trickle from her stroking hand; and that means: itthe child who reads and plays with the shears, Snow White-snips and snows the mother, and makes her that cloud of violetters into which it-the child, Snow White-falls, intoxicated; and that means: it snows-it snips-the mother-: it is this "word"-es schneit, es schneidet-that lets the mother snow and snip, makes the mother into snow and into a snippet, and makes whoever reads it into Snow White.
It snows, it snips-the "word"-the "mother." Even before there is the mother as this mother and even before the reading child turns into Snow White, there is this "word"-and in this "word,"
14 Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 11, Iss. 1 [1986] Not such that made me into a paragon of refinement but rather into houses, furniture, clothing.
Only never into my own image. That's why I became so perplexed when someone demanded from me a likeness of myself. ( IV.1, 261) However much a word may be like another or even like all others, it is never like itself. And only insofar as the word does not correspond to itself, all others can correspond in it. But all others, once again, to the extent that they are not themselves. There is no word. For in every one there is a place-itself-in which it resists translation, lacks mimetic capacity, is unable to be supplemented to that whole which would be the WORD, logos, in which language would be reason and common ground.
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Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 11, Iss. 1 [1986] 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 11, Iss. 1 [1986] which, associated with death, is just as impossible to understand as death "itself," and which, in the household of experiences, performs the work of the "hunchbacked little man" -the work of forgettingthat arrives before all possibilities of experience. While the intention of Kafka's fiction is directed toward doctrine and thus assumes the form of the parable, the cloudy place from which it issues is just that place where doctrine is not. Doctrine-and this goes for Kafka and his readers, not less for Benjamin and his-"it is not there" (11.2, 420). Doctrine would be imageless; the gesture, the image, the cloud that intervenes in the parable not only cast a gloom over its pure geometric figure and make it into the rhetorical figure of rupture and of an accompaniment that founders-into anacoluthon-the cloud makes clear precisely through a rupture in the intention toward imagelessness that
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Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 11, Iss. 1 [1986] (IV.1, 261) . Like this head-sticking, the pastiche is a form of likeness which, whether it succeeds or fails, interrupts the continuum of reading for a critical, a dangerous moment. In these places, reading no longer blinks at an image but rather is itself a disruptive moment of an image in which it is exposed to its non-being. It is the moment, not lasting, of awakening. Now. 
